| Tale of 19th Century England, Full of the Thrills of Adventure and Spirit of Romance
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SEHAPTER X—(Continuesd).
X was that?' 1 Inquired.
theer's *The White Hart'
¥
’ , An' they brews fine ale at
te Hart,' d' ye pos, an’ one glase
i another.'
iad, thay sent ye back In the carrier's
i patd the fat man, &miling broader

.;.. the Lord Mayor a-ridin' In
M coach, sir?" pursued the old

* mald I
speak to "Im T
, no'”
wall, 1 onooe knowed a man ma
to the Lord Mayor o' Lunnon's
n-but ‘e ‘s dend, took the small-
BE ihe year arterwnrds an’ died, ‘e

'y
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ihis juncture the dofr was thrown
open, and two gentlemen entered,
was a very tall man with black
that curled beneaith his hat-brim,
e Juxurinnt o growth of whisker
et Jeft little of his florid counte-

P exposed. The sccond was more
bullt, with u pale, halrloas face,

Bln were »ot two small, very bright
ther close together, separated by

w thin noke with nostells that

M and quiversd when he apoke, n
bwhose mort potent fenture was the

I coarse and red, with a somowhat
gant under lp, yol supported by
pquare, determined chin  below—a
mouth withe more than A wus-

Man of cruelty lurking In its full curves,
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"I tol you to piok It up,” he repeated,
thrusting his hend toward me, “are you
FOIng 1o do mox ot must | make you?' and
s nostrils worked mors than ever,

For answer | rafsed my foot and sent
the oane apinning across the room. fome-
bady lnughed, and next moment my hat
wia knotked from my head. Before he
tould strike again, however, 1 ralsed my
ftaff, bt suddenly remembering (ta for-
midable walght. 1 alternd the direction
of the blow, and thrust It strongly inte
the very wlddle of his gayly flowered
walsteoat Bo strongly did 1 thrust, in-
deed, thal hs would have fallen but for
the timely assistance of his companion,

"Comes, come,” asald 1, holding him off
an the end of my wialff, "be calm now,
and let us reason together like logioml
I knocked down your cans by
mooldent, and you, my hat by Intent;
Very well, then, be a0 good as to return
me my property, from the corner yonder,
and we will eall ‘quite.’ ™

“No, by gad!” gasped my antagenist,
bending almoat double, "walt—only wait
until I get—my wind—I'tl ¢hoke—the In-
fernal life out of you—only walt, by gad|”

Willingly,” sald 1, “bBut whatever olse
you do, you will certainly reach me my
hat, otherwise, Just a0 soon as you find
yourself suMalontly recovered, 1 sahall en-
denvor to throw you after 1L  Saying
which, 1 inld aside my staff, and buttoned
up my coat

“Why,"” he began, “you infernally low,
dusty, diteh-trotting Hackguard—'" But
his companion, who had been regarding
me very closely, twitched him by the
slesve and whispered something in his
enr. Whatever It wns it affected my an.
tagonist sirangely, for he grew suddenly
very red, and then very white, and ab-
ruptly turned his back upon me.

“Are you sure, Mostyn? sald he, In an
undertons

“Certaln"

“Well, I'd fight him were he ths devil
himeelf! Pistols perhaps would be—"

“Thon't be a fool, Harry.,” cried the
other, and selzing him arm, drew him
farther away, and, thoagh they lowered
thelr Volces, 1 caught auch fragments na
“What of Georgre?' “Changos alneg your
time,"" "ruin your chances st the start”
“dend shot.”

“8ir," sald 1,
yonder."”

Almost to my surprise the taller of the
two croassed the room, fllowed by hin
friend, to whom he still spoke (n lowered

fdog that he should d6 this

“my hat—in the corner

/
r

altered the direction of the blow and thrust it atrongly into the very
! middle of his stomach,

i the big testh which gleamed white
serrated when he lnughed. Indoed,
whole aspect of the man filled me

i an Instinctive disgust,

were dressed In that
fashionable and horsey

mixture of
wlyles pe-
AlAr to the, “Corinthian,” or “Buck" of
N period, And there was In thelr air
_- bearing yet lazy Insclence toward
'?“: and pundry that greatly annoyed me,
m dtesn thousand a yeanr, by gad!" ex-
y the taller of the two, giviog a
ipercillous aniff to the brandy he had
Poured out.
M, ha! ha'—and a damnably pretty
¥ Into the bargain!'
EON always were so Infernally lucky!™
t i the Nrat.
"Call It rather the reward of virtue”
! his ocumpanion with & lnugh
| Mhowed his big, white teeth.
id what of Boverloy—poor dey-vil?"
md the Nrut,
¥!" repeated the other; "had
eased any aplrit he would have
his brains out, like n gentleman;
was, he preferred merely te dis-
ar" and herewith the speaker
fed his shoulders, and drank off his
with Infinite relish and gusto,
. i A~pretty Nlly, you say?™"’
L0, T belleve you! Country bred, but
s¥lsh well-blooded—trust Beverloy for

A yes—Bavariey had a true eye for

WUty or breed, poor dey-vil!” This ex-

of pity seemed to nfford each of

B much subtle enjowment. “Harking

to this—-filly;" asid the big man,

his meorriment, “how if sha jibs

OUs up rough, kloks over the traces
Al awikward, eh?

' alon ratsed his foot mnd rest-

GWtslesuly upon tho mettle near LY,

b pon the hool of his slim riding-boot 1

E A particularly oruel-looking, long-

oy iy Moatyn," sald he, his nostrils
‘for such an emgrgency thers
g like & pair of good fharp ‘per-

&' ™ here hs tapped the spur lightly
Ruthe tlender gold-mounted eanc hbe
‘and I rather fancy I know just

Ml whon use ‘em, Mostyn." And
AEAln I saw the gleam of his big,

tones, stooped, pleked up my hot, and,
while the other stood wscowling., ap~
pronched and handed it to me with &
bow.,

‘“I'iint my reiend, Sir Harry Mortimer
lost his temper is regrotted both by him
aud myself,” said he, "But Is readily ex-
plained by the fact that he has been 4
long time from London, while 1 labored
under a-a disadvantage, sir—until your
hat was off."

Now, ns bhe spoke, his loft eyelid Nick-
ered twite In rapld sacoesalon,

“l beg you won't mention I, sald L,
putting on my hat; “but. sir, why do you
wink at me?

“"No, no' oried he, laughingly and
shnking hin head, *“hal hal—devilinh
good! By the way, they tell me George
himself {8, in thess paris—incog., of
Lourse——=""

“Gieorge?' sald I, staring.

"Carsed rich, on my lite and soul!" oried
the tall gentleman, shaking his head and
Jaughing again. “Mum’'s ths word, of
vourse. and I awear a shaven face he-
comes you mopst deyvilishiy!™

"Perhaps you will be s0 obliging na to
tell me what you mean?' sald I, frown-
Ing.

"Oh.’ by gnd!" he cried, fairly hugging
himaelf with delight. “Oh, the devill
this Is too rich—too infernally rich, on
my llfe and soul it ial*

Now all at once there recurred to me
the memory of Tom Cragk, the pugilist]
of how he, too, had winked at me, and
of his incomprehensible manrer afllor-
warid beneath the gibbet on River HilL

“g@ir," sald 1, “do you happen to Know
o pugllisy, Tom Crugg by name?

“Tom Cragg! well, 1 should think se;
who Aocesn’t, sir?”

“EHecaunn,” 1 went on, “he, oo, seema
to labor under the delusion that he I8
meguainted with me, and—"

“Acquainted!"” repeated the tall gentie-
man, "acquainted! Oh, gad!” and Im-
mediately hugged himaelf in another sce-
tasy.

iv" sald 1, “you will have the good-
nasd to tell me for whom you evidently
miatake me—="

“Misiake you!" ke gaaped, throwing
himaslf upon the seitie and rocking to
and fra, “hal bal—mistake you!"

Boeing 1 dld but wasts my breath, I
turned upon my heesl wnd made for the

A 1 went, my oye, by chanos,
lighted upon a cheose that stood et the
fat lundlord's elbow, and upen which
he cast smorous glances from time to
Ume,

“That seems & Ane cheese!” satd I,

“It e mir, if T might mske a0 bold, a
noble cheese!™ rejolned, and lald his
hand upon It W A tuch thut was &

Carens. ;
iheg I will take three pennywurth of
your nobls cheess,” sald I
“Cheesa!" faintly schosd the geutle

1

from hin manner of trembling all over
for no oconoslvable renson, and manifsct
denire to wtand upon his hind lege, I con-
celved 1o bs a thoroughbred; and, hang-
Ing srimly to the bridia, now In the alr,
now on terra firma, alternately coazing
and cursing, was my friend the Beml.
gquavering COwtler, He onught zight of me
just a8 a partioularly victoua jerk swuns
him off hla loge

“Damn your lvar!™
hovse, and then, to me; “Tf you'll jest
call Joe to "old this ‘ere hinck warmin
for me, T'IlI-All yer—aye up'’

"Thanks,” sald I, *but | much prefer
to keep It an it In; really thare I8 no
need to trouble Joe, and as for you, I
wish you good morning!™

And when 1 had gone a lUttle way,
¢hancing to glante bhack over my
mhoulder, I saw that the Outside Pas-
sanger stood upon the Inn steps, and wan
staring after me.

CHAPTER XI
F\LU)WINH the high road, T cams, In

a little, to where the ways divided,
the one lénding straight before me, the
other turning shacp to the left, where
ins T romamber) ls a vory steap hill,

And at the parting of the waya was a
finger-past with the worda: “"To London.
To Tonbridge Wells. To Pembry.” Now
a8 I stood benenth the fnger-post, de-
bating which road I should take, I was
awnare of the sound of wheels, and, glanc-
Ing about, saw a cnrrier's cart approach-
Ing. The driver was a fine, tall, ruddy-
faced follow, wery spruce ma to lis pers
won, who held himaslf with shoulders
pquared and bolt upright, and who
shouted a cheery greoting te me.

“If #o be you mre for Pambry, or there-
abouts, mir,” sald he, bringing his horse
to n standstill, “why. jump up, sir—that
s, If you be so minded.”

“My courss lien anywhere,” said I.

“Then—If you be so minded.—T1"

“l am s0 minded’ sald 1.

“Then, sir, Jump up,” sald he.

“Thanks!" sald L

So I climbed upon the seat beslds him,
and then 1 saw that he had a wodden
leg, and stralghtway understood his
smart bearing and general neat appenr-
ance

“You have beon a soldler mndd 1

"And my name's Tom, and [ could tell
you a aight about
Frenchise—that ia, If—you be so minded?”

"1 nm s minded; fire awnay, Tom,”

Much he told me of lonely mnight
witchan, of death sudden and sharp, of
long, weary maroches nnd stricken Uelds,
of the bloody dolngs of the Bpanish guer.
rillns, of Mina, and his deviitriea, And
in my ears was (he roar of guns, and be-
fore my eyon the gleam and twinkle of
bayonets. By the alde of Tom the Sol-
dier T walted the thunderous charge of
Frenth Dragoons, saw their stern, set
faces, and the fash of their brandished
steal as they swopt down upon our, de-
voled square, sawept down to break In
red confusion befors, our bristling bay-
onote; and the alr was full of the screams
of wmitten horses, and the deep-throated
shouts and groans of men. By the side
of Tom the Soldier I stormed through
many a réeeking breach, awept by fire and
slippery with blood; and all for love ef
It, the munificent sum of elght pence per
day, and that which we oall “Glory."
Bravo, Tom the Boldier!

And presently I hetame aware that he
had stopped his horsas, and was rogard-
Ing mo smilingly.

"Tom,"” sald I,
talker!"

“And you, eir.” sald he, "are a better
Hstoner, and, look you, a good listener
Is mighty hard to coma by, Howsomaver,
here's the end o' my journey, more's the
pity, but If you—""

"Tom," sald 1, suddenly, *“you never
heard of Tom Cragk, did you?"

“Can't say an [ have,” he anawered,
stroking his chin, thoughtfully, “though
there was a Dick Snugget in the ‘39th,’'
1 remember—""

“And you don’t know who ‘Ceorge’ i,
of course™' 1 ocontinued, musingly.

"Why. I've knowed & many Georges in
my Ume,"” sald he, “and then there's
George, Prince ‘o Wales, the Prince Re-
gent, am they calls him now,'

“(George, Prince of Wales!" snid I, star-
ing: "by heavens, Tom, I belleve you've
hit it!" And, with the word, | sprang
down from the cart

“My cottuge ls nearby, sir, and I should
ba proud for you to eat mupper wi' me—
that ls—If you be mo minded?"

“Many thanks,” saild I, "but I am not
#0 minded, and so, good-by, Tom!" And,
with the words, I wrung the soldiers
honest hand In mine, and went upon my
way,

“George, Prince of Walea!” snld 1 to
myself; “could this be the 'George’ they
had meant? If so. then who and what
had they supposed ma?' Hereupon, as
I walked, I fell Into a profound medita-
tign, in which 1 presently remembered
how that Tom Cragg had alse mentlonsd
the Prince, giving me to understand that
his Highness had actually ordered him
(Tom Cragg) to leave London; and why?
“Arter that theer kidnappln', an' me
‘avin’ lald out 8ir Jarsper Trent—acoord-
in" to yer order.”

Bir Jasper Trent! I dtopped stock still
In the road. 8Sir Jasper Trent! At Iast
I remembered the naume that had eluded
me so persistently. Remembered Itf Nay,
indead, it wan rather as If the #ilist
had whinpered the worda Into my ear, and
L rlanced round almost expecting to aee
Im,

“Arter that theer kidnappin', an' me
‘avin' lald out Bir Jarapar Trent—aceard-
in' to yer orders!™

According to my orders, or rather, the
prders of the man for whom he (In com-
mon with the two gentlemen at ‘““I'he
Chequers™) had mistaken me. Byt who
was that man? Of him I knew two facts
~timmoly, that he wan much ke me o
person, and had formerly worn, or pos-
pibly otill wors, whiskers. And bevond
thise two tacts 1 could get no farther,
reavolve the mattor how 1 might, an 1
presently shrugged my shoulders, and
banlshing It from my thoughts for the
thme belng, set forward sl a good pace,

ne erfed to the

“you are a wonderful

CHAPTER X

HE sun wes already westaring when

I came to & pump beside the way;
and selging the handle 1 worked it wig-
orously, then, placing my hollowed hands
benoath the gushing spoul, drank and
pumped, alternately, until I had quenched
my thirst. I now found myself prodig.
fously bungry, and remembering ths
brond and chesse in my knspeack, looked
about for an laviting spot in which Lo
ont.

On ona side of the rond was
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round the Dardanelien)—1 tink it vould
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them Spanishers, and |

don’t you get treated for it7'"

that's eggatctly wot I'm allua saying
to folks."

does the honeymoon last?

for money, my child

THE PADDED CELL

HurRrYy Doc,
OPERATE ON ME

I'LL ENE “You
% 7.000% "

= Loandon Opinton
Recruit—1 know I did it innneurately; but dod you mind correcting me a
Utthe lesn Joudiyt
Instructor—What, Why?
Recrult—-That's my oMee boy on the fance,

Hun!
come-

—
Sister
bhody

Turkey—Sikter

you

Hun!
nee nny

Talking Turkey
What, aeks & rubs contributor, shall
I do to get even without a fuss with
my mnelghbor, who keeps 3 turkeyw
Xac woortin 2 that live on my place all the time?
— — Get 30 turkeys of your own and
ralse them. They'll stay ever on your
neighbor's place continually. No tur-

key ever boards st home, They
always take all their meals out

Bister Hun (after a ecareful look

hal =0 luggage In 20

Mr, Catchem—How many make n

million?

Mr, Smart—Very few

SONGS WITHOUT WORDS

—

“Was your father in Mis right mind
when he dled™

“T'Nl tell you after his will has besh
read.”

' Passing sShow.
“Yens. but If you're nearly blind why |

“Well, mum, between me and yYou

- — = r

Not Long

Young Bride—Mother, dear, how long

Mother—~Until you sak your husbana

What to Expect

Hostess—Bul when you got so far
north that the nighta wers thies
months long, 1t must have beep inexs
preasibly dreary. How did you put I8
your time? ) ®

Arotic Explorer—Madam, we devoted |
the svening to a gnme of chasi, | )

Accommodating
“That rude fellow told poor
Mies Homeleigh that be dida't llhug-
P

face.'

“What dld she doT

“Bbe changed countenance.”—Baltls
more American, » :

GAYTAY
L LU L 1]

Faith Lost

touring

don't.
three pounds, you know,

Concerty Singer—I am thinking of
outh America next year,
Friend—Take my adyice and

An ostrich egg welghs two or

“Aren't you golng to say Yyour
prayers, Willie?"

“No, 'm net, 1 am tired of praying
for this fomily without getting any
resulta.”’

Baest

~AND THE WORST I8 YET TO COME

Doris—Do you love your Bance?
Chloria—De you know, | prefer yeurs, A
Dorris-Mine! What en earth ean y ou see in him, I should lke ‘to know! 8
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THE LAST STRAW




